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Far less be *t emulation
To pass me or in trill or tone,
Like the thin throat of Philomel,
And the smart lute, who should excel,                   50

As if her soft chords should begin,
And strive for sweetness with the pin.

Yet can I music too; but such
As is beyond all voice or touch ;
My mind can in fair order chime,                          55

Whilst my true heart still beats the time;
My soul so full of harmony,
That it with all parts can agree:
If you wind up to the highest fret,
It shall descend an eight from it,                          60

And when you shall vouchsafe to fall,
Sixteen above you it shall call,
And yet so disassenting one,
They both shall meet an unison.

Come then, bright cherubin, begin!                    65

My loudest music is within:
Take all notes with your skilful eyes,
Hark if mine do not sympathize!
Sound all my thoughts, and see express'd
The tablature of my large breast,                          70

Then you '11 admit that I too can
Music above dead sounds of man;
Such as alone doth bless the spheres,
Not to be reach'd with human ears.

VALIANT LOVE

Now fie upon that everlasting life I die!

She hates!   Ah me 1   It makes me mad;
As if Love fir'd his torch at a moist eye,

Or with his joys e'er crown'd the sad!
Oh let me live and shout, when I fall on!

Let me ev'n triumph in the first attempt!

Love's duellist from conquest Js not exempt,
When his fair murd'ress shall not gain one groan,
And he expire ev'n in ovation.